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Summary: 


Blissfully unaware of the future, Garet has a moment with 
Isaac in Sol Sanctum. 


Reprieve 
"Here." 


Isaac looks up to the canteen of water in Garet's gloved 
hand. With a grateful nod, Isaac takes it, bringing the mouth 
of the canteen to his lips before he notices Garet's intent 
gaze. The other boy has yet to sit down. 


Three years ago, Isaac told the red-haired boy to abandon 
his hefty chest containing all his worldly possessions. Since 
then, Garet has adopted a lackadaisical mindset about 
planning ahead. 


Whatever comes, comes, Garet's said more than once, 
shrugging his broad shoulders and grinning foolishly. 


Isaac looks down to the canteen, up to Garet's expectant 
face, then over to the shimmering pool of water surrounding 
the Luna symbol, leading into the next room. He lowers the 
canteen of water. 


Garet follows his gaze, face reddening as he sees what has 
caught Isaac's attention. His head whips back to fix Isaac 
with an outraged look. 


"Hey!" Garet exclaims, his voice booming in the chamber. 
From her spot next to one of the marble statues, Jenna looks 
up, glowering at Garet. 


The tall redhead shrinks a little. He sidles closer to Isaac 
before sitting down next to him. 


"| don't know what my sisters have been telling you," Garet 
continues, his right hand cupped around his mouth, his 
voice not quite a whisper but not outrageously loud either. 


"But I'm not stupid. Of course | wouldn't just get water from 
there. | mean, it's clear and all, so it looks clean and 
drinkable, but who knows how long it's been standing 
there?" 


Isaac drums his fingers against the round body of the 
canteen. Garet's face draws up in a grimace as he takes in 
Isaac's skeptical silence. 


"Look, just drink. | saw you sitting here with that constipated 
face you do when you think too much, and | thought some 
water would clear your mind." Garet reaches over, hand 
curling around the bottom of the canteen. He nudges it 
towards Isaac's mouth, tipping the canteen as gently as he 
would for a newborn. At the thought, Isaac splutters, water 
Spraying everywhere. He shoves Garet away, dragging the 
back of his left arm across his dripping face. 


"Garet!" Jenna calls, heading towards them. "Stop bothering 
Isaac." 


"I'm not bothering him! He just doesn't know how to drink 
water," Garet calls back, shooing Jenna away with a wave of 
his hand. 


Isaac coughs into the sleeve of his left arm, bracing himself 
with his right hand on the ground. His eyes go wide when he 
feels Garet's fingers tapping against the back of his right 
hand before the other boy's larger palm closes over his. 


"How are you doing?" Garet asks, his voice softer than 
Isaac's ever heard it before. Isaac slowly looks at him, 
wondering if he'll find something foreign to his friend's 
countenance, but Garet's gaze is directed to the side. All 
Isaac sees is the curve of the redhead's cheek, the shortness 
of his eyelashes. 


In reply to the question, Isaac coughs once more. This makes 
Garet laugh, and when he laughs, he laughs with his whole 
body. It sends tremors through Isaac's hand and up his arm. 


He's not sure when something changed--he's not sure if he 
wants to name the change. Maybe the village is too small, 
with too few kids their own age. His mind spins when he 
considers if Garet has the gall to steal quiet moments like 
this with Jenna under his own nose. He keeps a close eye on 
them, but all they do is bicker like siblings. 


Isaac closes his eyes, dropping his left arm. When he opens 
his eyes again, he's slipping his hand out from under Garet's 
and calling out, "Jenna! Have you found anything yet?" 


He clambers to his feet, not sparing a backwards glance as 
he heads to the statues to once again attempt Sol 
Sanctum's puzzle. 


Isaac finds himself thinking about Sol Sanctum a lot, of 
Jenna's half-frightened, half-overjoyed shrieks as she beats 
about wild vermin, of the adrenaline sparking like electricity 
on the tip of his tongue, of their awed gasps at being bathed 
in Luna's soft blue light. He finds himself thinking about it a 
lot--of course he does. It is the place where everything 
began. 


Garet thinks about it too. When their plans fall through, 
when they find themselves a step behind Saturos and 
Menardi, he and Garet look at each other, and together, they 
laughingly curse the memory of Sol Sanctum. 


Then, there are the memories Isaac prefers to keep to 
himself. Flashes of a low murmuring voice, a hand engulfing 
his, come unbidden to his thoughts in idle moments late at 


night. Garet sleeps just within reach, and it is a terrifying 
thing to know that Isaac can just stretch out his hand to find 
him, to prove something. To prove what? 


In Tolbi, Garet hooks his finger into Isaac's right pocket. Mia 
and Ivan, absorbed in the sight of Tolbi's water fountain, 
take no notice of their leader's stalled steps. 


Isaac stumbles, eyebrows furrowed. 
"Hey," Garet says. "Walk with me?" 


Isaac wants to say no, but he finds himself nodding along. 
The finger comes out of his pocket, but instead, it brushes 
against his own hanging digits. It fills him with chagrin as he 
feels Garet entwining their fingers. 


"Hey, Ivan, Mia! Isaac and | are going to go look for new 
equipment!" Garet calls out, waving to the others. 


Ivan and Mia look over their shoulders at the two of them. 
There's an upward tilt to Ivan's eyebrows that Isaac doesn't 
want to examine too closely. 


"Don't spend all our money!" is all Ivan says. 


"And don't get ripped off," Mia joins in, her gentle smile 
belying her words. 


Garet nods, and off the two of them go. 


"Don't get ripped off,’ she says," Garet repeats to himself, 
chuckling. He dwells on Mia's words a lot lately. There's 
something to her quietly scathing humor that agrees with 
him. "Even though it's only happened once. Right, Isaac?" 


Isaac snorts, recalling the legendary Excalibur that appeared 
in Garet's scabbard one day, along with a lightened purse. 
There had been a particularly heavy rain a week later, 
leaving the sword with a rusted edge that couldn't even cut 
vegetables. 


"Ah, shut up," Garet mutters, butting shoulders with Isaac. 
After the initial forceful impact, Garet lingers, his shoulders 
pressed up against Isaac's. 


Our village was small, \saac thinks, and we've been so busy 
on this journey that we haven't really talked to anyone our 
age. 


He squirms, wriggling his fingers out of Garet's. The moment 
his hand comes free, it feels like something has ended. 


They maintain a five centimeter distance for the rest of the 
way to the weapons shop. 


Mia and Garet are the first to set foot on the bridge in Jupiter 
Lighthouse. In an instant, the bridge opens up beneath 
them. 


As the two of them fall, Isaac almost throws himself off the 
bridge to grab them. It's only Ivan's shockingly strong hold 
on him that stops him from hurtling off the edge. 


The winds whip Isaac's hair into his eyes; he sucks in a 
shaky gasp of breath as he takes in the sight below him. 


Garet desperately clings onto the ledge, his face straining 
red with the effort. Mia's legs lie crumpled beneath her. She 
shakes as she grasps Garet's hands. The two of them can't 


stop looking at each other, and there's something in their 
gazes that Isaac doesn't want to name. 


Ivan's small hands grab his shoulders, shaking him 
incessantly. The Jupiter adept is screaming at him, and 
beyond his shouts, Isaac can hear Karst and Agatio behind 
them, can hear the scrape of Karst's scythe dragging along 
the stone floor. 


And yet, the memory of Sol Sanctum fills his thoughts, of a 
short peace stolen among marble statues tinged blue, of the 
reflection of light off of Garet's cheek. 


He thinks, /f only | had stayed there a little longer. 
Author's Note: 


| don't even ship these two. 


